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' By H. LOUIS RAYBOLD.  *
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. itil, by MeClure Newspaper Syndicate.
“HELLO, HELLO, FRECKLES.”

with—

rput was what it began

e long love affair between Perry
wwpien and  Sally  Preston, which
wer beeame g0 woefully  tangled

b money matters and isolalion lo
te wilderness and Rev. Horace Crane,
Put back to the day of first things.
vy Hompton, by some queer change,
| teen dumped without ceremony

nto the Misses HINl's eelect kinder-
mten, and, standlog, a small, shy,
pwn-headed stranger, on (he out-

Lirts of a magie circle, had seen ex-

ried 1o him A little  Invitational
brvd,  “Hello, Freckles!" the dearest
el he had  ever heard addresced
e, And stralghtaway in love fell

fnster Perey with Miss  Sseah V.
Preston, who was as adorable at flve
v she wns Inter at nineteen,

Amd  yet it was when Sally was
Ineteen that Perry bld her a cold
wib-hy,  Not that he meant it cold- |

Ne, indeed! Only the barrier he-
vel them—it  was  Perry who
wnght of it that way—loomed to the
Lnoas Insurmountable, at least until
e had wrested a comfortable livell-
rd for two yenrs from his civil en-
lieering.  For Sarah was scheduled
inherit a considerable fortuue from
told and crabbed aunt who lived
i seclusion up o the  country  and
cined linkile 1o a quick demise nt any
wment.  And a stubborn Don Quix-
leisin in Perry kept his mouth closed
1 the declarations  of love *which
irced within him until he could hnck
¥ with offerings more substaatinl,
Their  farewell conversation wus
pirienlly restrained, its chief fmpor-
puce—nmd  poignuney—Iying in what
ok lefi unsaid,

“Yes. Sully, I'm off tomorrow to the
fockios™

"Seosoon? Sally bit an nnder lip,
Heh ight otherwise have quivered.
e <ooner the better,” returned
iy, wlmost snvagely., “IUs wmy Hrst
% Jb— damming an undammable riv-
F' e pot 1o make good I
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Spled One e¢f the Boye.

“I—1-1 wmish  yeu tnek, Perry:”
Midwny she checked  the  lmpulee
to ntler words which would have
hrought Perry's arms about her in

epite of hlmeelr,

“When I come beek,” began Perry,
“when I come back—T1—1'il let you
know."

“Why. of course.” snid Sally in sur-
prige, “and we’ll be writing back and
forth all the time!™

Ro it was with the prowmise of fre-
quent letters ringing in his enrs that
Perry finnlly took hime<elf away, per-
mitting only ever o slight and pro-
longed pressure of his fingers 1o con-
veyv the yenrning nnd love with which
his hesart was filled,

For a while letters from Sally
reached Perry regularly. He respond-
ed promptiy with long, interesting ac-
counls of his work—the progress made,
the obstacles surmounted.  Then, with-
ont warning, 1he letters slopped.

Perry, at first frantie, then sunk In
depths of gloom, plunged hiiterly into
his task untll its completion was in
eight and his return home made pos-

¢ihle, Hls one (esire was 1o see Sally
ril learn the explanation of her si-
lence,
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Auction Sale.

We have several Used Cars

0 hand which will be offered for!

sale at public auction on

Saturday, May 27th, 1922,
at 10 o’clock a. m.

f you want a Bargain do not
fail to attend this sale.
Sale will be held in the Gilmer Lane.

. C. BOGGS MOTOR &
LIGHT CO.,

Lewisburg,, .

West Virginia.
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Ler of the sun,

srhe niehr before his |'[1'|.-:erllri‘,
= dn the Qoorway of the shanty
was hesulgquarters for the rlde
constrnetlon camp, he spled one of the
oy~ coming up the truil, and his heart
Weaped ot the thought of possible malil
But, after all, what he had hoped
woull be letters proved only a bLundle
of newspapers many days old,  Sud-
denly, ot an Inconspicuous item, hLils
universe <pun dizzily aronnd.
“Murried—on the 30th, Miss Smah
V. P'reston, to the Rtey, Hornee Crane.”
It couldn’t be!  Merciful heavens—
his Bally, whom he had loved since
childhoml!  And yet, there It was, in
cold black and white for everyone to
read. Foreing the unwelcome convie-
tion of irs trath wpon him, it fAasbed
#eross Lis mind that here tay the rea
son for her failure 1o wrlte. Engaged
oo anctlivr wnn, why shogld she care
wiiether or vot her letters hond heen
the hrightvess  of i< Inhorlons

=0

that

one
daye? Ny, Morace Crane !
he?  Walt—-ch,
ot be the o,
allead

Wi was
that ¢could
rel-—1erry
Fanut elderly per-
in chareh to
o trequently secompanied
the thenshil of Iresly,
sWeet et areried to that man

he, Strely
Al
to mlid a
Whoo press bl the
Nally | W
Eirkish
WS bitter o Perrey,
Tinkle—tinkle—1inlkle—, The tele
Pheve bell sitached 1o the in<trnmen
Pty Justoinstalled with great Jitfiond
Ty Jarphed In

Lis

fliae beliind L

Sareeent Lad its gequisition heen

Fevalil

Perey had not yer hecome aceustomes
o Lis recewtnection whith the outsids
o,

“Hello—hello—hiello ™

“Hello, Prechles

'erry bd & sensation of fafntness
“Who—w Lo s this?"' e managed
say, knowing, of course, It wnsn'g th
one person: he knew it wasn't,

“Why—~ully I'reston !

“Yon mean the  Mrs, Rev, Porne
Crane,” sabd Peery sternly, with v b
he censidersd great presence of mind

Was it n giggle or 0 sob or an oex-
clemation a1 the other end? I'erry
wias not <ure. But there folloved n

moment of eflenee, which js an ex-

Lpensive luaury Inoa long-disiance con-

versation.  Then, “Oh, erry, Perry!

MY aune ™

Unfortunately, at that moment  oe-
curred one of those bLreaks in eon-
munleatlon which will happen on 1he
best-regulnted Mnes,  In vain Perry
sought for o response.  Not even the
sRErator answerdd,

But Periy was too Lappy to enre,
He saw it a1l now—the aunt for whom
Sally was nnmed coming on a visit,
meeting her niece’s pastor, and war-
rying him in spite of her age uand
witherediess, And, happy thought,
her marringe would dlvert at least a
pertion of that troublegowe legacy
into other chhonels, He was free (o
ask Sally to marry him!

A week Iater Perry learned from
Sully’s lips that his surmlses were
subriantivlly  corrvect, “Ouly ey,
dHear” lie reproached her tenderly,

did you stop writlng snd so give me
renson to Lelieve what seemed incred-
ihle?"’

“My dear,” sald his promlsed wife,
“I had to Jo something to startle you.
You were so siunid, dear!”

Yet, after all, most men in love are
e little hit stuplid.
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- After
Many Years

By FREDERICK HART.

ML ETLAALALLLRLRRE.
SRR RRRBRTR AR TG

-}-‘-“‘\“h‘\-“‘s“““..’

®. 1921, by McClure Newrpaper Syndicale,

It was noon—a hot, sticky noon, with
the sun shining down on 1he lowering
buildings nnd populous streets of lower
New York as though, not satistied with
the tewperature, It was mulignantly
doing its best to add guother three or
four degrees to the Aengih of the al-
ready stretehed mercury, The (hrongs
that flooded the stdewnlks and dodged
in and out among the stream of street
carg, automobiles, and trocks that elut-
tered snhont the Intersection of Wall
and Brond streets were thinly clad- -
the men in polm beach suits, for the
wost pact, the girls in white tfiliny gare-
ments; bl even these efforts could nat
bring about the desired coolness,

The narrow, high-walled  strects
eanght and held the heat lke ovens;
each window turned [tself into n min-
fnture reflector and multiplied the pow-
. Only In gne square wis

| therg promlsg of rellef—in the little

block where Trinity church stands, its
gpire dwarfed by the mighty buildings
that crowd it about, but sturdily
guoarding Its sacred plot of grass—ihe
graveynrd where Alexander Hamilton
and Robert Fullon 1l buried, sacred
among the booming thunders of com-
merce,

Here were winding paths and green
grass for tired feet, weary of the
pound of the cement pavements; and
here was the cool, dim interlor of the
church Itseif, where ghadows drove
away the heat and sometimes the dim
notes of the organ took the business-
sick mind away from the racket of
typewriters and tlckers and gave It
soothing melodies to rest and refreeh

| for a gpace hefore the afternoon, in-
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exoruble, enlled agnin to the world of
comimerce and trade,

Into one of the bypathe leading
#long o row  of flaking hrownstone
shbs which marked the Iast rosting

place of forgotten pdoncers of the ity
walked o girl, She was remfickahle in
thut while abviously dressed with an
exe o coolness gl eomfort <tin
pave the fmpression of being fully el

nn cffect which many of hep sistors

shvosd o thot suliry weather utterly
failed 1o stimin,
her ihe

Her step wie stow,

vyes  on wround.  her fues

‘éa =2

Y\t Lot

| oemedens,

Podivided it in half, fields and trees were

srBlitces e S e wileaglils

Iron gut
sionally compared bis wateh with the
clock In the steeple,  Apparently he
was wiaiting for something, or some
one. When the girl appeared he had
folded the newspaper and watehed her
Intently
She corvried u ting el of violets,
bought from one of 1he many flower-
hawkers that infest the uearby cor-
ners.  As she scanned the headstones
she’ paused; then, apparently finding
what she sought, she stooped above
one of the smallest of the graves,
smoothed the grass on the mound with
her hand and lald the violets against
the slanting leadstone. When she
straightened up and turned away from
her task her exyes were wet. The young
man, gathering his courage, arose, ap-
proached her and took off his hat.
“I beg your pardon for my forward-
nees fu speaking to you In thls uncon-
venflonal manner,” he sald. “But 1
have seen you, once a week, all during
the summer place flowers on ihat little
grave. And if you will pardon my
curlosgity, for which 1 assure you I
have good reason, T should llke to ask
you why you remewmber Janet Cald-
well. who dled tm 1703, in thls way?
Belleve me, | am not inspired by mere
vulgar curiosity.”
The girl looked st him a8 moment
and then decided to speak.
“Have you read the epitaph?’
grked.
“Yes, but T don't remember all of
it, except the nume and the date.”
"Well, it ik such a little stone and
20 ulone, g it leans over as though
it were tired. And—ecome and read [¢.”
They wemd together to the grave
and, stooping, the young wman de
clphered the worn inseription
HIC JACETD
Junet, Danghter of Ephraim and
Juner Caldwell,
Ape 16 wyrs, 3 mos,
17T77-17048,
Requivseat in Pace, g
YThink of 1" sald the girl.  “Only
shxtecn: and her litle grave seems so
neglected herve witle all the others, 1
was sorry for her; and I—1 thought
she might Hke the violets—and 1—"
The young wan ot listening.,
Instemwd e was digeing in his waist-
pocket,  After some search he
produees somer g sond beld It in the
Pl o his Lo
“Wonli yon like 1o know what she
leolrd Hke?" L
g2 1)) fiads The wirt's fiee
I yem—T1 mean wre vou-
Lok I the
LINTES ancient indature, the cover
snapred back, Thae gl Tooked Tong ot
the face on the thin plate of Tvory,

she

wils

nsheil,

Witk rosy.
lonnge
Hn

O she breathed  apein, Chow
beanutiful she js!
“That swne painted the sear hefore

whe died)” spid the young man quictly,
“Her father, Ephralm, wos my father-
er's grent-great-grandfather, My naime
Ig Grant Celdwell and this miniature
1s all that is 1eft 1o remember the
family of old Ephraim, And you—you
thought of her, while T am sfraid that
T had forgotten hLer'

The girl's eyes were bright with un- |

ched tears,
“But you'll never forget her now,"

she snld,
"No—not if you'l] let me—"
"lat vou what”

“It you'll help me alwaxe to remems
ber hoer—by seving again.”
Explerers Disagree.
Stefunsson sayvs Le will tnke along
ne food on s rosh to the P'ule, while

rYon

¢oof the chnrehyurd and ocea-
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It Runs on Kerosine.

ELCO-LIGHT

Nearly evervwhere you will
find
user.
pressing their satisfaction,
show that Delco_Licht is the
electric light and power plant
for those wantin
pl‘I']l}:th]l_' electric service.

Thers’s a Satisfied User near You.

J. CLARK BABER,"Dealer,

Deleo-Licht
users, i ex-

“atistied
These

H |

good, de-

Renick, W. Va.

FPlace of Infinite Quiet and Res
Poetically Depicted by Great
English Novelists.

The town was ancient amd compaet |
— i deauinn of tiled houses goul willed
dwarfed by the dispropor-
tivnate bigness of {he choreh, From
the anidst of the thoroughfare which

visible nt either emd; and through the
sullyport of every street, there flowed
In from the country a sllent invesion
of green grass., Bees and birds ap-
peared to make the majority of the
imhabitants; every garden had its row
of hiver, the eaves of every house
were plastered with the nests of
swallows, and the pinnacles of the
church were flickered about all day
long by a multitude of wings, The
town was full of Toman foundations;
und as 1 looked out that afternoon
from the low wimdows of the ion, 1
should searee have heen surprised to
see g centurion comwing up tlie street
with a fatigue draft of legionnaires.
In short, Stallbridge-Minster was one
of those towns which appear to be
maintiained by Enginnd for the in-
strnetlon and delight of the American
rambler; to which he sedms guided
by un Instinct not less surprising than
the =etter's; and which he visits and
quits with equnal enthusiasm.—*"The
Wreeker,” by Robert Louls Stevenson
and Lloxyd Osbourne,

In ralsing market fowls there are
several breeds of fowls that reach a
great weight in a very short time.

L] L] L]

The chicken house on the farm need
not be elaborate. It should not be
connected with any other building.

WUULD PRESERVE OLD HOUSE

Efforte Being Made to Raise Money to
Euy Dwelling Dating From Sewv-
entcenth Century.

Bome who love good things—and
happily Interest in the architectlire of
former  ages uwalening more
and more—are trying 10 preserve a
remarkable old peasant's dwelllng at
Harreveld. n lonely hamlet on  the
heather In the province of Gelderland.
It Is called los luls, dating from the
Seventeenth century and the lnst house
of the Saxon type. Los, In the Geld-
rlan dialect, means open, by which it
{8 Indicated that the house consists of
one room only and that there are no
partitions hetween the places for hous-
Ing and sleeping for men and beasts;
cows aid goate and chickens lving
veacefully together with the inmutes.
There I8 no chimneyplace; the wood
fire burns in 1 hole In the Hoor, which
Is of stone, and the smoke Is allowed
to find an outlet as It pleases.

The peasants, man and wife, who
are living here nre beset with the ex-
tremely modern, yet most unfortunate
thought of having a wall bullt between
the stuble und the dwelling room, add-
ing n ehlmney and bullding aunother
room, by all of which renovations ithe
house will he irretrievably spoiled.

The managing committee of the
Siben-alr muskeun at Arnhem are now
trying to get money together In order
to buy the house and hiave It removed
to their museum park. It is much 10
be hoped that they will meet with &
prompt success,

A mar's idea of giving the Bquareq
deal is to bimeelf. '

is

T —

1tn’s hinned

his rival Amundsen has Just contracted |

for o sever-yenrs' sopply.  Amindsen
save there ds Hitle anfmal life pnorth
o Raodegrees, pnd the <leds must he |

londed with food if the explorer would
pot luce sturvation,

manufacturer?

| Roneeverte,

Economical Haulage
T RO.B -

4 |
“Detroit Equipment: '
— O e Frneumatic Tirea

———

Do you realize that the
Ford One-Ton Truck
at $430 is not only the most
woilderful truck value ever
offered but the most economical
1 means of solving your haulage
and delivery problems, whether
you are a farmer, merchant or

Let us give you all the facts.

Tuckwiller Bros.,

wnd Demountable
HKims, Your choice
of either the spec.
fal gearing of
£ 1/6 to 1 for
speed delivery or
thestandard gear-
ing of 7 1{4 ta |
for heavy haaling

” -

Lewisturg.




